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FRED'S ERRAND.

I'red had been staying -it the post a year
1 ore It happened The death of hi3
ni ther. the colonel** sister had left the
1 lioy stranded in the Strang- western
* wn until ;he colonel s nt for him They
were very kind to him at the j»>.-:t. and they
^ aid have Kindled him by ' »o much petting

td it not been for his own sturdy nature.
11great love for hors threw him much

v ;ih Ihe men who Ind them n charge, and
T.iii) the horse Frerl lov-d h -st. was from
th- colonel's own stahles; a beautiful bay.
t»I- riled yet gentie with wonderful brown

full of intelllg-nce The boy and the
} se tunk to each other at once and even

Indians In the neighborhood knew the
3' r. and a grin would often come over

ir stolid faces as thej watched them
t! Ing across the plain.

>ne evening on reaching home after a
x chase. Fred found the colonel in the

braiy He looked u|> as lie heard his
? 'chew's footstep He had b-en bend'ng

r a huge map and had been Jotting
.w« his calculations >n a pad. Fred

. ">d watching hi-, uncle's quick movi;-
n. lis Finally the colonel tossed his pencil
to.- Me

Wl.at is the ns* of cal.-ul.ition when the
« mi may 1>- lurking within ten feet of
ii.-' he ex la med
"The enemy!" echoed Fred, pricking up

1 - ears.
"Yes. the Indians. I have word that they

HE TURNED IN HIS

! lend to attack the post. I w'sh I had
» i the men here;»perhaps that Is why the
liiUi ins are rising.they know I'm short."

"I; th-y've Ixen gone two weeks," said
1 d "they ought to be back by now They
o' > went to A.. fur provisions."

1't it Is what I have b' en calculating."
i "lone! spoke quite as gravely as If he

w s consulting w th his officers "They
s .Hid have been here yesterday at the
l itest I wish 1 knew what was the matter,
v t 1 cannot spare a man."

lii w about Tony and me. uncle?"
'I :.e colonel wheeled around and knit his

f \ In ows.
Look here, Fred, no nonsense.' Tony and

\ . i mii..t keep out of all this; there's no
\\ >t Point for you. if you disobey orders."
"I won't disobey orders If I can help it,"

i- J the hoy. "but some one has to go. and
ti Indians ar>- so used to» seeing us
>¦ .nip>-r over the country that they will
t.k.- no notice. L*-t me go. uncle. I can

Harm s taught me. I ll put on my
ti: i<ige belt, ami Hai nes will lend ine his

p -to!"
X- ver'" declared the colonel. ".Now

1 ;ii > and dress for dinner. I'll manage the
b« st way I can

"

Afer dinner Fred roamed restlessly
ut No one knew the resurces of the

post bftter than he did. Men and provl-
»- :is were short; even the ammunition
:i nhi giv.» out. and. as the colonel said,
t! re was no one to send.

No one but Tony and me!" he repeated.
' No one!"
All tlint night he lay awake, but when

the first pale streaks of dawn appeared
h« could stand it no longer. Hurriedly
<1 ssing. h- stole downstairs and let him-
v If quietly out He knew Barnes slept
« 'Ii the key of 'he stable door under his
pillow, a'so the pistol with which Fred
amused himself many a tlmo flames was
u I . avy sleeper, and with a Utt'e care

A GAME.
ANY PORT IN TIME OF STORM.

!.»>* the players sit in two lines opposite
I. other at sr>me little distance apart.

'

n two members stand between, one of
w . ii» is blindfolded; the other, in a whis¬
per gives the players on one s do of the

the names of vessels, for instance. "S
Kentucky." '"the Maine." etc. The

o! her side h* names as different porta
h as Liverpool. Boston N^w York etc
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1''iste on a piece . f li^ht cardboard and
it out around outlines. Bend on dotted

-s and paste flap "B B" on the inside

would be unconsc ous of any trespassing.
Fastening his cartridge belt securely about
his waist and rolling up the sleeves of his
sweater, to give his arms more room. Fred
soon had the coveted articles from under
Barnes' pillow and w:«s off for Tony.
The horse saw him coming, through the

little window of the stable, and whinnied
exjiectantly He. too. was eager to b;
out. so the putting on of saddle and br dle
was a thing of a moment Fred stuck the
pistol in his belt, pul'ed up his high moe-
c isins more securely, and. springing on

Tony's back, they were ofT 1 ke a flash
Th:- returning troopers couid not b- more

than ten miles to the south, and. Tony be-
Ing fresh, they might cover the ground in
an hour.
Sure enough, within that time Fred saw

the smoke of camp tires, and was soon
among his friends, giving a breathless ac¬
count of the colonel's predicament.
"It was so blazing hot we halted for a

t me, and the Indians around here have
been so friendly we didn't scent any dan¬
ger. We'll break camp and start at once,'
s nd the lieutenant in charge. "Stay here
and go back with us. youngster "

"No, uncle would miss me. and he can't
spare men to send out searching. It's t>
o'clock now; jusi give me a drink of wa¬
ter and a biscuit, and do the same fot

j Tony; we must be back at toe post for our
I 8 o'clock breakfast."

"Hug the hills as close as you can; you'll
find plenty of Indians on the plains, and
It's just as well to dodge 'em. I'd send
some one back with you. but that might
look suspicious. Tell the Colonel we'll be

SADDLE AND FIRED.

In tonight by the hill road and give the
red rascals the slip. They think were
going tomorrow across the plains."
So Fred set out on the home ride, but

from the start Tor.y was restive.snorting,
rearing and shaking his head, till once
Fred was forced to use his spur. But a

glance down at the plain below convinced
him that Tony's scent was keener than
his, for two Indians were rating there,
within shooting distance, their carbines
pointed at him.
"Go it. Tony, go ;l!" he cried. Tony laid

back his ears, stretched out his legs and
the wind fairly whistled as they ran.
Fred had his pistol ready, and trusting

to Tony's sure feet, turned in his saddle
and fired. One of the riders dropped; the
other gave a yell that rolled over the plain.
The horse and the boy. sped faster. Fred
still turning in his saddle with his pistol
ready. They were a mile from the post
now. but weli ahead of the pursuing In¬
dians. who could be seen in great num¬
bers darting ovei* the plain.
Fied raised his voice and gave the well-

known cavalry "Halloo!" It was answered
so quickly that the boy knew he was close
to the post.
Five minutes later they dashed into the

stockade, dusty, iiot and breathless. Fred
waved Ills arms as ho saw the colonel.

"It's all right, jncle. they'll be in to¬
night. Couldn't help It. sir. there was no
one but Tony and me, and.
But the shouts of the men broke loose

and the colonel's stern face relaxed.
"How about West Point?" asked Fred,

anxiously.
"What's the matter with West Point."

asked some one in the crowd.
"Oh, it's all right'" and there was such

a cheer that even the colonel was borne
before It.
"I ll forgive you.this time," he said, smil¬

ing down into the upturned face.

After doing this he stands beside the blind¬
folded player, who is termed a "wreck."
and cries aloud; "S. S. Kentucky Is or¬
dered to the port of Liverpool." Where¬
upon the ship of that name and the port
change places, and the "wreck" tries to
slip into one of the empty places. Then
the player who calls out the changes may
give "the wreck" a better opportunity by
saying: "London. Boston and New York
call for aid from S. S. Kentucky, the
Maine, the St. Louis." In the general
scramble the "wreck" usually finds a port,
and the one without a seat becomes the
"wreck."
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or the car "B": "C C" at "C" and "D D"
at "L>." Paste in the front seat and floor
as marked; also the back seat. Make a

A FORTUNATE DELAY.
BY N JAMES.

Tottie was quite an old dog; his ha r was

rough, his eyes we're blearj' and h,s
were "wobbly." His days of usefulness
were over, but he was still the idol of tne

Brown family; and now that he could no

longer crunch bones it b'came an unwrit¬
ten law that some one should cut up his
food in small, easily swallowed p'eces.
likewise, since he could no longer run,

some one took him out each day, at the
end of a string; and since he was no longer
useful as a watchman, the two Brown girls.
Elsie and Jennie, made a soft bed for him
in a corner of their room. Tott e was

asthmatic, sleeping restlessly and breath¬
ing heavily, and Jennie often arose in the
early hours to see that he was comfort¬
able.
They were all prepared for his approach¬

ing end, and after sarious consultation
the family decided that he should not d e
In pain. At the first sign of collapse a
merciful dose of chloroform would be more
humane than to let him live and suffer.
"The old fellow'H give us plenty of warn¬

ing." said Frank. "He'll roll over on his
sid*. curl up his legs and t.urn up h s eves.
He'll try to crawl over into a corner, that's
the way they do; then it's all up. and it's
best to help him out of the world."

So It is hardly to be wondered at that
when Jennie, awakened one night by a
queer gasping sound, arose and saw Tottie
in a bunch upon the floor, she woke Elsie
in an agony of alarm.
The poor old dog certainly seemed in a

pitiable state, and Elsie and Jennie looked
at each other in dismay. It was one of
those rare occasions when Mr. and Mrs.
Brown had left the young ones. They had
gone to stop over night with a friend in
the city, and Frank was at college, and
here was Tottie.dying perhaps!
Jennie looked at the clock; it was long

after midnight.
"I'll hunt for some chloroform." she

said; "there may be some in mother's
medicine closet. Wait here, Elsie, I'll be
baa k In a moment."

Slipping on her dressing gown Jennie
ran across the hall, but soon returned,
shaking her head.

"There's none to be found; what shall
we do?"

"If only Frank were here we could send
him to town for it." said Elsie. "Tottie
seems to be In a bad way."
"Maybe there's some across the street

at the hospital." said Jennie, making a
hasty toilet. "I'll run over and see."
As she opened the front door. Patrick,

the nijjht watchman, came alongside.
"Whativefs the mather?" he asked. He

had known the Brown family from in¬
fancy. Jennie explained.

"Siiure, the law was to kill him; lave
him to me. an' git the chloryform."
Much relieved. Jennie went on her er¬

rand. But they were out of chloroform
at the hospital, and the girls were at their
wits' end.
The Browns lived on the outskirts of a

country village, and the nearest drug store
was at least two miles away. It was
useless to wake the servants, who would
sleepily refuse to go; still more useless to
rouse Miss Cornwall, the governess, who
would peremptorily order them to bed.
There was only one thing for them to do
.to leave Patrick in charge and slip away
to the village themselves. It was a dar¬
ing thing at that hour, for the road was
dark and lonely, but, as Jennie afterward
explained, it Wi\s n case of life and death.
So these brave little maidens set out. es¬
caping by the back door, so Patrick
wouldn't rouse the house if he missed
them.
They ran most of the way. frightened at

the very sound of their own footsteps. For¬
tunately the night was warm and the moon
lit up the dark places, and. hav ng each
other for compau#, it was not as lonely as
usual.
But all their trouble went for nothing.

After rousing the druggist and explain.ng
their need, they found there was not a

drop of chloroform in the drug store.
"But you mustn't go home alone." said

the gosd man. and calling h s own re¬
triever, he went back with them.
"Patrick may have to shoot the poor

beast," he said, as they neared the house.
His dog gave a deep bark, and a quavering
echo came from Brown's front porch, where
Tottie stood wagging his feeble tail.
The grls gave a shout o' joy.
"Tottie. Tottie!" they called, and Tottie

came wearily down the steps, after the
manner of the very old.
"He's all right," said Patr ck, with a

grin. "Up to some of his old tricks, I
guess, playin' dead an' the likes o' that. He
was hoidin' of bis paw, kind o' limp; I
think he'd bin slapin' on It. But whin I
said, 'Git up. Tottie.' up he got, as spry us
the youngest."
"Dear old Tottie!" and Jennie cast her

arms around his venerable neck. Elsie fol¬
lowing suit. Tottie blinked and actually
smiled over the demonstration. He barked
bood-bye to the big retriever, who barked
back, while the girls shook hands with the
good-natured druggist. Then they all went
to bed once more, and Tottie was carefully
tucked up and left to slumber blissfully,
little dreaming how near he had been to
his last sleep.

THE SAD CASE OF TOMMY
DCHOOL.

BY MARY ALDKN.

Little Tommy Dchool
Unit a dreadful time at school.
For spelling ami pronouncing mails him sad.

When they taught him rough was ruff
He insisted dough was duff;
He drore his patient teacher nearly mad.

When he found that tough was tuff
He replied that bough was buff.
And he wept upon his desk when others roared.

When he said that cough was corf
And rough was surely rorf
Her wrath the patient teacher on him poured.

But when Tommy was a man,
Beliere me, ye who rsn,
He made a dictionary all himself.

And every fearful word
Was spelled as it was heard.
And the volume brought him boards of honest pelf.
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small hole In the two front wheal* at "A'
and fix the apool. uains a match for the
axle. Run the matob through the hoUs

(Photo tir Harris-Ewing.)

THE GREAT HOUSEBUILDING
ASSOCIATION.

A STORY WITH A PROVERB.
"I liave found it! I have found it!" cried

Chirpy Sparrow to his mate. "Really enough
material, my dear, to last us for the build¬
ing of many homes."
"We want only one." said Mrs. Chirpy,

who was a practical little housekeeper.
"Yes; but we ran store away any quan¬

tity for next year."
"What is it?" inquired the lauy.
"Come. I'll take you to see for yourself,"

and. spreading his wings. Mr Chirpy flew
straight to the top of a neirby house,
alighting on a clothes line, which swayed
to the motion of his body. Mrs. Chirpy fol¬
lowed him closely.
"Well!" she said, just like a woman, "I

prefer straw to new rope; all the peeking
in the world would scarcely got a strand."
Mr. Chirpy winked, and pointed to a hard-

looking knot toward the end of the line.
Mrs. Chirpy went over to inspect.
"Oh, this is different!" she called over her

shoulder; then she went at it with beak and
claw, and Mr. Ch'rpy came over to help.

"Isn't this a find?" he asked, as they flew
together with a generous supply to the
stone cornice where they had decided to
build.

"I should say so, but wlmt is the use sav¬
ing it? We may find something better next
year. If you werj a man of business, my
dear, you'd make something out of this dis¬
covery."
Mr. Chirpy smiled, as If women under¬

stood about business!
"Oil. you may laugh!" said his wife, who

liad started work meanwhile, "but If you
organized a great housebuilding associa¬
tion you could receive payment in early
morning worms. You know how you hate
to get up and how necessary an early worm
is to me while I am brooding. Besides'
which, Sparrowville would be so much Im¬
proved if the houses were better built and
this material is too lovely for anything."
"Well.well.well!" said Mr. Chirpy, "I'll

consider it."
Mrs. Chirpy smiled to herself: she knew

the "early worm" scheme had "fetched"
him. And she was right.
By noon the news had spread and the

great housebuilding association was organ¬
ised with as much clatter and chatter as if
they were stock brokers. Sad to relate,
however, all was not peace and harmony,
for when Mr. Chirpy retired from business
with his pockets full of promissory notes
for early morning worms there was a light¬
ning rash for the knot of rope. It was
scarcely large enough to hold more than
half a dozen workers at a time, so. having
nothing ci&e to pt < k at. the onlookers peck¬
ed at one another.
Mr. and Mrs. Chirpy looked on aghast.
"Really." said Mr. Chirpy, "I never

imagined this sort of thing."
"How could you be such a stupid?" said

his wife. "You should have delivered all
the rope yourself. It would have saved no
end of trouble and bad feeling."
Mr. Chirpy threw back hi3 head and

laughed until he nearly fell off {lis perch.
"Deliver the rope myself!" he repeated.

"Why, I'd rather have gotten the early
morning worm!"
"A worm In one> beak," said Mrs. Chirpy,

"Is better than any promise. I'm afraid the
housebuilding association will get ahead of
you."
"It's your fault," said Mr. Chirpy, huffily.
"Well, I never!" Mrs. Chirpy folded her_beak and her bright eyes glittered angrily."

That was so like a man.
But each day the trouble increased, until

the ceaseless squabble of the stnall birds
roused the neighborhood. The sparrows
tore and tors at the bit of rope until the
ends were frayed and it hung loosely.
Then, alas! the Great Housebuilding

Association came to a sudden and direful
end. for a housemaid came up on the roof,
coiled up the rope and took it away. And
only three worms left as payment at the
Chirpys' door.
"There!" said the little wife, "I told you

so! What are we to do? It's only the
early bird that catches the worm, you
know."
Mr. Chirpy shifted uneasily from one leg

to the other; he had heard that so often.
It was one of Mr3. Chirpy's pet sayings.

; He glanced at the fired, anxious face of his
mate, at the nt-w-llned nest, ready for the
eggs, which must soon be laid, and his duty
was plain.
"Call me at sunrise." he said, as he tuck¬

ed his head under his wing.

THE FRUIT BASKET.
Tills game may be played either with

chairs or benches if chairs are not con¬
venient. Arrange an even number, say four¬
teen chairs in two parallel lines, seven In a

lln?. Fourteen glris are seated l:i these
chairs, and the fifteenth odd one stands be¬
tween the rows, carrying a covered basket.
She walks up and down swinging it. She
steps suddenly before the first and says;
"I've been In the garden tills morning

gathering currants." As she says the name
of the fruit the first girl must cry;
"Currants. currant3, currants!" before1

the odd girl says It again, and this is re¬

peated down the lines, changing the name
of the fruit fcach time. At the first failure
every one Jumps up and changes her seat,
and in the confusion the odd girl must try
and get a seat, there being one, of course,
always left to take her place, and so it goes
on.

SUPPOSE.
Suppose some one should advertise
For children brave and true,

Who'd have the courage to say "no"
When asked a wrong to do.

Suppose the wrong was something nlc«
You'd always louged to do.

I wonder If the answer would
Coutalo a note from you?
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"A" and through the spool. Place the oar {
on a large place of cardboard and tilt It I
the car will move about.

FABLES OF TOYLAND.
The Unassuming Jack-In-1he-Bo*.

BY W. L. LARNED.
Covered with the oobwehs and both vic¬

tims of long neglect. the Jack-in-the-Box
and the Spring Lamb sat side bj side. This
was In a very obscure part of the attic,
where children scarcely ever eared to go.
and in consequence It looked very much
as if the two toy friends would remain
there until the children s children should
discover them.

1 certainly regret to see that you are so
mild in your manners," said the Spring
Lamb one evening. -Those rats have been
plajing all over you for days now. and you
agreeably submit to it without a protest. 1
can understand sweet amiability and a de¬
sire to meet the tr.ais of this world with
fortitude-, but you iake things too far."
The Jaek-in-the-Box made no reply: he

was wise enough to realize that a life in the
attic had made the Spring Lamb somewhat
dyspeptic and sour. Argument would have
gone 110 further than his own red-banded
box.
"Take a lesson from ME," went on the

spring Lamb, with evid-nt irritation. -l>o
1 allow familiar.tj ? Xot a bit cf it; Wher¬
ever the members of that detestable Mouse
family meddle with me up I jump and
fngnten thein away. As for YOU.you let
U1e.11 crawl over >011 and around you witn-
out a wink of tiit? eye."
Lvcn as lie .-;-uke Mr. and Mrs. Mouse,

w.(!i quite a garnering of youngsters, came

in* "I.ln' "oor Hnd squeak-
l"e Jack-in-the-jjox tor a

®tai awhile and amuse your-
sa.a Alls, an use, waving a warn-

a!f n'n'r'T U"y r"°1' WHh

aouvcMw
es" : «">cern you. and,ao.\c an else, qo not u.imk ,<f toucmnK tne

cmTVen1 i°"der 'J"X lw" "r ne.gn^s
day",mu fro"i 11 yester-

dav,hatLKr"W;'.: l" be <luile a c'st"m nowa-
. 1>copit,- tu aisobey th «ir

two**Uiis la,Ja is not «onrtned \ot?o-legged creatures, tor no sooner hadnlxt wall n"' V""''r K"ne uown l;to tne
next wall tiiitu tin-ir uisoceu. -nt offsorinc
Box and^'l'T5 S,art '°r Mr" (k n-tho
w?w.i,ii 'ga" -fisting tne paint with
made

teV,e oven oat was

I !r,he, 8;'rlng t'tiran to snkker.
i !l 1,e declared, calling across! a funr^Hed fttk" room- -1 h:iew H-rou a^

a full-fledged grandfather tor every ani-

rlxr l"1 Vs K'*Ctk>n- he 11 mouse

w .
*' Look at em.they're gnaw-ttbic:" Uie '"ost fa*"iun

b4s ofe"tLVery weU *"ith the mem-

i .? the "louse family, until, in their
imfastnwl8 nibbling, lUtle Willie Mousaunfastened the catch tiiat held down the

Action of6 a v
U lUi a" the concentratedaction of a year of confinement Jack

pushed h.mself upward, and lo!.four wee
mice *'i.re s.nt llyifig against the raftersamid a tangle of spider webs. An hour
r .>,

1611 dnd Mrs- Mouse returnedfor their children they found that three
Sn'dera»e u

""e hH'1 heen bitten by Sir
fife web

S "UnB' hta'i down*a.rd, from
The Spring Lamb gave no more lectures-he looks with the greatest respect upon his

neighbor; for now even sllver#bugs walk

the' roum when they want to cross

ae^°eraa'rB^a',',Se 8°1!ne P">P'° are most
K ea.lk- to ,u-' and permit of many ln-conveniemes in th-ir good nature do not

suppose that they will stand for everything\\ hen jou plaj with an innocent little toybe caretul that you do not strike the spring

POOR BOBBY LINKUM.
Old Bobby Linkum hung ln his cage feel¬

ing decidedly ill. and mother watched Don¬
ald und thought how best she could com¬
fort him in case Bobby Linkum should die
Finally she said:

Donald, you know Bobby Is very old.
and hD may not live long; but he has had
a plentiful, happy life, and when he dies
we will put him a pretty box, cover him
with flowers and plant him under the rose
bush."
While mother was speaking Donald's face

lost the woe-begone look, and an expres-.
slon of intense interest followed. He took
to standing beside the cage eyeing Bobby
Linkum with an anxious gaze. Finally he
gave a deep sigh and turned away.
.'Weil!' lie muttered, "if you are going to

ba silly enough to keep on living when you
might have that lovely funeral. I'm going
to play horse I"

A QUEER WAGER.
A little boy said to his sister the other

day: "I bet I can coax you to set fire to
your dress."
"Well, I Just guess you can't!" she cried

scornfully.
"Wrhat do you bet?"
"You are silly; of course you cannot.

Why should I bet anything?"
"Well, I'm willing to wager my new Jack-

knife."
All right, laughed she, "I'll wager my

Paris doll that you cannot." Then the boy
began:
"Please set Are to your dress! Please,

please do!"
"Are you tired?" asked his s'ster at

length.
"Well, I've won my bet all right; I sa'd

I would coax you to do it, and 1 have "

said the boy.
And now that brother and sister are try¬

ing to decide the bet. And he is wondering
If he wants the doll, and she la wondering
if she wants the Jackknlfe, anyhow.

IF I WERE A BEAR.
I do declare.
If I were a bear
And wanted to creep

% Away to Bleep
The whole long season through,

I would not go
When the cold winds blow.
When there's heaps of snow.
When there's skating nights.
And snow bail fight*,
And lots of things to do.

I do declare.
If I were a bear
And wanted to creep
Away to sleen
The long, long season through.

I'd wait till the breeze
Sang ebft in the trees
A lullaby with the birds and the bees.
When the drowsy hum
Of the insects come.
Then down by the cool
Old swimming pool
I'd lie end doze
Until, who knows?
The winter snows
Would waken me.
If I were a bear.
I do declare
That's just what I should do.

IF ONLY.
I'd like to be a poet.
And I could be, every time.
If only when I bad a thought
I'd Bud a proper rhyme.

I should like to be an artist.
Portrait lr the Hall of Fame;

But tbe picture that I dream of
On the paper's not the same.

I wooid like to be a singer.
And the world by storm I'd take

If only, when I tried to sins.
My poor Toice did not break.

Bo, after all. try as I may,
With anguish or with Joy,

I'll hare to be content, I s'poae.
With being Just a boy.

LITTLE ARTISTS.
Written for The Star by Marietta M. Audrevr*.

When people "paint from Nature" they sit down on the ground,
And never pay attention to any sight or sound,
But stare and stare at "Nature" and squint and squint and squint,
And study every "value" and every tone and tint.
When people "paint from Nature" they let mosquitoes bite;
Endure fatigue and hunger, if but the sketch comes right;
Forget their nearest relatives, hear not their supper-gong.
Forget that time is passing and the homeward way is long.When people "paint from Nature" they really do not care
For their most fascinating friends, should such, by chance, appear;And all they ask of man or beast, is to be let alone,
To stare and squint at "Nature" and study tint and tone.

A TRICK WITH A WATCH.
Will some one be kind enough to let me

have a watch? Thank you! I take this
sheet of paper (a page of a newspaper) and
make a cornucopia, in which I place the
watch. But how Is this? The watch has
disappeared. I unroll the sheet of paper
and nothing can be seen of the timepiece.
Fortunate!y I possess a sprig of the Aus¬
tralian watch tree, which I Insert In a

will cover It up with a simple cover, made
of paper, so! Before long your watch will
be found clinging to the root of this little
sprig. There! I return the watch with

many thanks; It will be found quite intact.
This above splendid tr'.ck can be done

with very little preparation. The news¬
paper used for the cornucopia la not a

plain sheet of paper, but a sort of bagmade by pasting half a sheet of newapapeito the sheet, leaving the top open. Whenthe cornucopia Is being iriade begin at th«
corner of the top of the bag and the douhla
sheet of paper will give you a division (S»aW in Fig. 1), which call be pressed to one
side or the other. The performer slips thewatch into the pocket R. and the watch has
disappeared when the sheet of paper is un¬
folded. But how can we get the watch to
cling to the flower?
Fill a flower pot looseJy with dry earth,

not quite to the rim, and make a hole In
the center. Any sprig is fitted with a hook
made of wire (see Fig II) and stuck Into
the ground close to the center ho.e. Tak¬
ing up the sheet of newspaper with the
watch in the pocket, the performer turns It
in such a way that the opening of the bagis toward the flower pot, the watch slides
into the hole in the center, indicated by th«
arrow In Fig. III. The former fo.ds the
sheet of paper as shown In Fig. IV, and
sticks A and B together (see Fig. V). Thl»
cover Is laid aside and the watch trea
sprig Is p'anted In the flower pot, at the
same time the ring of tho watch Is hooked
to the little sprig. Then the plant Is cov¬
ered with the paper cover, which is re¬
moved immediately, the sprig Is pulled out
of the ground with the watcli hanging
to It.

A QUEER MUSICIAN.
If any boy or girl who has a garden,

and is not afraid of creeping, crawling
things, will take a snail and place it on an

ordinary pane of glass, he or she will h--ar
something amusing when the snail begins
to crawl.

NEW®
PUZZLES

POSTMAN'S BAG.
1. A part of the year lost a letter and bwam<» an

Insect. 2. A musical Instrument lost a letter and
became chance. 3. A tool for shaping metal lost
two letters and became to <lroop.

RIDDEN BIRDS
1. I must have that pretty pillow renovated. 2.

All the children will come dancing In with rushes
In their hands. 3. lie Mas foolish to try to rub
Indians.

BEHEADINGS.
Behead: 1. To prop and leave to run swiftly;again and leave one. 2. To haul and leave under¬

tone. 3. To smooth and leave to own.

PIED PROVERB.
"Sa het wlgt si tebn het rete si nllednlc.'*

RHYMING ENIGMA.
My first Is In lace, but never in tie;
My second's in laugh, but never In sigh;
My third Is in can. but never in Jar;My fourth is In dirt, but never in tarjMy fifth is in you, but never in me;
My \vl4ple is delicious, as you'll all agre*.

WORD SQI'ARB.
1. Strong cord. 2. To unclose. 8. Hangs. 4.

Limits.

ll/lzzz/e
\mwen

RIDDLE.
A striking clock.

CONCEALED WORD SQCARE.
EAR
A It R
It F. L»

DIAMOND.
F

O I. D
FLORA

I) R Y
A

CHARADE.
Concord.

PIED PROVERB.
An ounce of prevention l« north a pound of cure

BEHEADINGS.
1. Reud-eud. 2. Hour-our. 3. Dr«ke-r«kt.


